
The mfi lamentable Tragedy 

Here’s one’, a friend, and one that knowes you Wcij. -t! 1 
fW.Blifl'e be upon you : Tell me good my friend ■ 

What torch is yond that Mainly lends his light 
To grubs and eyelefle skulls : as I difeerne, 

Itb urnethin the C a P*^ s monument. 

Balt, it doth fo holy sir, and there’s my Matter, one that mu 
love. 

Fri. Who is it ? 

Balt, Romeo. 

Fri. How long hath he bin there f 
Balt- Full halfe an houre. 

JW. Goe with metothe vault. .:ufli 2 “.»VK >j airlrabniiio 

"Balt. I dare not fir. 

My Matter knowes not but I am gonehencd, - ,i0: '[ } "f 71 

And fearefully did menace me with death. 

If I did flay to looke on his intents. 

Fri . Stay then, He goe atone/eare domes upon- me, 

0 much I feare (bme ill unlucky thing. 

Balt. As I did deep under this young tree here, 

1 dreamt my Matter and another fought. 

And that my Matter flew him. 

Fri. Borneo. 

Alacke, alacke, what blood is this which ftaines 
The ftony entrance of this fepulcher? 

Whatmeane thefe mafterlefle and goarie fwords, 

To lye dilcolour’d by this place of peace ? 

Romeo, oh pale ! who elfe ? what Parle too? 
tAnd fleept in blood ? ah what an unkinde houre 
Is guilty of this lamentable chance ? - ' 

The Lady ftirres. • yW' ' 

J«/.0 comfortable Frier , where is my Lord ? : 1 " , 

I doe remember well where I fhould be, ' 'Up ’ • '<£ l: 1 
And there I am : where is my Romeo ? 

Pr/.I heare feme noife Lady, come from that nett 
Ofdeath,contagion,and unnaturall fleepe : 

A greater power than we can contradidl 
Hath phwarced our intents : come, come away. 
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pf Romeo and Juliet 

Thv husband in thy bolbme there lyes dead. 

Ana too : come,lle diCpofeof thee 
Among a fitter-hood of holy Nunnes. 

Seay not to qnettion , for the watch is comming! 

Come, goe good Juliet , I dare no longer ftay^ 

Exit. 

jxl. Goe get thee hence, for I will not away. 

What’s here ? a cup clos’d in my true loves hand ? 
poyfon I lee bath been his timelefle end : 

0 churle 1 drinke all, and leave no frieiroly drop 
Tohelpemeafter : I will kifle thy lips, 

Haply feme poyfon yet doth hang on them, 

To make me dye with a reiterative. 

Thy lips are warme. 

Enter Boy and Watch . 

Watch. Lead boy, which way ? 

jW.Yea noife ? then He be briefe. O happy dagger. 

This is thy (heath, there ruft, and let me dye. 

^.Thisisthe place, there where the torch doth burne. 
Watch. The ground is bloody , fearch about the Churchyard ; 
Goe feme of you, who ere you find attach. 

Pitifull fight l here lyes the County flaine. 

And Juliet bleeding, warme, and newly dead. 

Who here hath laine thefe two daies buried. 

Goe tell thePrince, runne to the Capulets, 

Raife up ,the Mount agues :.fome others fearch ; 

We fee rhe ground whereon thefe woes doe lye, 

But the true ground oi all thefe piteous woes 
We cannot without circumftance delcry . 

Enter Romeo’s man. 

Watch. Here’s Romeo's man, we found him in the Churchyard. 
Chiefe Watch. Hold him irvlafety till the Prince come hither . 

Enter Trier and another Watchman . 

Watch, Here is a Frier that trembles > fighes,andweepes, 
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